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The Marquis stood there in that rosy light, between the girl
in her soft night-attire looking like some enamoured nymph out
of a Welsh fairy-tale, and the sturdy young poet-painter in his
Norfolk jacket, frowning and bewildered. He kept folding up
the paper he held, as if to conceal that troublesome word
"Miracle" in those big black letters, and then unfolding it again.
What was the world coming to?
"Good-night, little one,'' he murmured at last, kissing her
tenderly. "You .might send over a few of those sketches before
I leave Mark Court/' he added gravely. "I'll take 'em up to town
with me."
He turned to her once more as she held the door open to
light him down the staircase.
"Don't 'ee do this too often, girlie," he said. "The good Miss
Crow is no fool. Besides, we don't want any confounded scandal."
He was at the bottom of the stairs now.
"Remember what long ears your Aunt Betsy has!" he called
back, as he turned to go to the street door.
Once in the dark street, buttoning his coat to face a frosty
wind, and pulling on his grey cloves, an emotion of miserable
depression took hold of him.
His little Rachel, his little Rachel! And yet how radiant the
wench had looked. But, oh, what a man had to see, and bear,
and endure, if, in these days he meant to keep a child's love
and not make her hate him!
"But they're not out for marrying," he thought, "that's one
good thing. And she's playing safe with the Crow woman, I can
see that, though she hates it like the devil! Well, who can blame
her? She'll never be young again. And the lad's a decent lad
. - . nothing caddish or tricky about the lad."
He was moving along now beside a dark row of wretched
houses. The pavement was uneven. The wind had got up and had
become icy cold. It moaned and whistled over the slate roofs
of this poorer portion of the town. Very old and very desolate
did Henry Zoyland, Marquis of P., feel as he walked along!
Those enchanting, unconventional retreats with his little Rachel
at Mark Court all, all over! She had been restless and distrait,
die last time he had had her with him up there; and those